XVI.   PERAHERA
IFIBST saw her during the Perahera festival at
Kandy. She was seated meditatively by her-
self on a bench beside the lake, a gentle-looking
old lady, diminutive and mouse-like in her sustained
repose, Hex black lace dress was quaintly old
fashioned in its waist line. She wore a hat with a
flamboyant girdle of roses about its crown, a florid
gesture which made me suspect her of being of
Eurasian stock, I was satiated with the festival
at the time. My eyes were dazzled by the abund-
ance of the Maligawa tuskers, gorgeously capari-
soned, gleaming in the light of the coruscating
torches, my ears deafened by the incessant throbs
of distant drums and the booming cannon honour-
ing the Kandyan chiefs. I decided to sit beside
the Httle old lady and to content myself by drinking
in the moon's loveliness on the placid milk-wlute
lake. I could see a planet reflected vividly in the
water, and Sirius, green as grass, loomed brilliantly
above the gold-mohur tree beside the bench.
I sat down. The bench was roomy and not
uncomfortable. I said 'good-evening'3 politely to
the little old lady and she bowed austerely in
acknowledgment of my salutation. She seemed
self-possessed and quite unsurprised at my advent.
Then she turned and addressed me, breaking the
silence with a thin, reedy voice.
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